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Belle had said: "We all will do anything for
money/' but that was long ago. Now they knew
that the blood of the LeVistes ran In their veins
and that the Lemarchants went back to the days
of the East India Company; they were an old*
proud family. She cried that out to father, flinging
the words at him in her shrillest voice. And sud-
denly her protests died.
She was standing before the tablet. The serene
tempered words seemed as far removed from hers,
screamed in defiance of father, as she herself was
from the Lady Rosabella.
Consecrated to the memory of Rosabellc (nee LeViste) for
one day the wife of Joseph Paul Lemarchant, who died on the
evening of her wedding day, izth October 1792, aged seventeen
years and is buried innocent and virgin, in this foreign land.
Erected by her husband in grief too deep to express in the
Name of her blessed Redeemer and hope of forgiveness.
Aloof and delicate, they disdained the room
and Rosa, even Echo had turned his back, and the
little unicorn, for ever pacing with his banner,
the signet of Rosabelle, was not for her. She was
still the same Rosa Lemarchant who was no one,
who told lies, the child of insignificance, without
hope or help, whom Stephen could not love
without disgrace.
"Damn the unicorn!" cried Rosa in a storm of
fury. She let her voice rise even more shrilly, and
her hands gesticulated, "I can't stand them any
longer. I can't bear them. Damn her and the
unicorn." She lifted up the door brick and hurled
it at the tablet.